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FEMALE 67D Se. 


EPISTLE I. 4 . 


VAVIA if ſtudious mid: | 

Your taſte, and with ſucceſs to ſhine; 
Tho by your needle, and attend 

The wholeſome maxims of a frien ld 
Well vers'd the precepts to inſtill, nel 
That guide you how to pleaſe and kill. | A 0 
If then to court you would repair = 
Burn all your childiſh books of pray'r; Ea NEH 1018 = 
Here all your boldeſt features bring ; 7 6d blog go " 
One bluſh would frighten half the ring. 


Who, in a modeſt habit clad, ter nie malay: 1 8 

Would think you either weak, or md, 1 
For ſpeedy help wou'd bid you gos =Y , 
To Bedlam, and conſult Monzo; _ p i j 


Since ſhe, who here a favour beg e {1 
Muſt come half bare, and ſhew her leggs: yon vin 73 14 
Her boſom with no veil embrac'd,” 1 271 
And naked almoſt to the waſte. ; Stk 012 - 
Faſhion your guide, her rele parte; SPRAY TUOY eee 
No matter whether falſe or nue 5 SEIOGST 207 HIWD INES 8 
A . „„ 


| [4] 
Her prudent laws you ne'er muſt light ; 
For all ſhe dictates mult be right. 
Whatever rubs are in your way, 


All ſhe decrees, you mult obey ; 
Againſt thoſe laws ſhe does ordain, 


Senſe, reaſon, conſcience plead in vain. 
To church though ſeldom you advance, 
Ah never miſs the midnight dance; 


No winds that blow, or ſtorms that rage, 


ſhould keep you from the park, or ſtage. 
Your foul intent on Joys like theſe, 
A whirlwind only, 1s a breeze: 

Through peals of thunder you muſt fly, 
The lightning's forked flames defy; 
Tempeſts and rains, deride them all, 
Rather than miſs a fav'rite Ball; 
You would be terrify'd with ſprites, 

To ſleep on maſquerading nights; 
Where chaſte, and pious rules are given, 
For modeſt maids to merit Heav'n; 

A ſchool, with better maxims fraught, 
Than prieſts or pulpits ever taught. 

Be vent'rous Flavia, then and bold, 

For vanity neer fears a cold; 

Ne er injur'd, when abroad you roam; 


Your ague fits are are ſtill at home. 


Tis here your viſage pale is ſeen ; 
Here dwell the vapours and the {| ple, 


25 


35 


Who 


WT 


Who chin, grow fick, with cold. e 


Though fitting near your. a fire. e eee , 


With cuſtom wiſely then Pc oy ds; > RR 
Kept from a rout one, night e V 
And quite abandon d. to deſpair, iow 1055 | 1239 ame} f 
Expect no help, from change of air, r 
The doctor's pill, or church's prayer. Pa ch 
Rather than not appear in ſtatte el} 01 7 
Sell all your pictures and your _— eras arts: nn tt 
| Your jewels to ſome broker bring, o rod 
And laſtly, your dear wedding ing ric A to Dont 2 
While to adorn and. rig;yourlelfy; 1 {os ohne ee 
Of ev'ry diſh you rob mend; _ 4+ bool k 


Not worth one groat, tis dee, ee et 200 fl 201 16:35 al 


For ladies now to drive their _ 1997 Ag 
A tradeſman of his debt to bilk, os 


Or ſhine at court in born gn U f 575 Lr roc SAGE. 


In flaming diamonds. to be ſhewn, hee ee el 
Their ſideboard pawn'd to buy each: Noe. m6 53s m0 
All this, each day your. betters do; lot 28 devel BH 
Meer beggars, and as bare as you; lis Torn 8 o 1 o 


Each ev'ning rattling down ſome ſtreet, t. 798 


A pennyleſs proud Peer you meet; bus dai 326 
On his coach- ſides two leopards grin; ;;; 


Their lord not worth a doit wit in; be 7 : | 


His coat of arms full richly glares, + 


The only coat but one he W ears. * 
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C67] 
If then you chuſe Arad e ride alt worg ee od 'W 
(And want was ne er 060 Rad ſt fade) n 339 II gte 
Suppoſe the town with wonder ſtares, Vis! 03159 £34 
At Your gilt coach and F —— | _— Jq94 
Though fome pert fool your. folly Jeeksy © nobceds vir. by 90 
Tell him you mimick Britiffi Fers; 110 ON Oh JOIgK, 
Each ſpendtlrift heir, and gamifig bes 100 971 
Who ſinks a manour at &@thtows DD Fre 121A 
Rich in the morn whoſe Prin dne, 167 lis oe 
Without one ſhilling when ke dines. + 07 el oi It 8 5 
The chance of one unlugky: $6924 5525 10 0 00 tel bn 
Sweeping parks, woods, ande fm any. as mobs on 514 
Although a bankrupt in- the news . Ai 1 8 10 
In debt for ſtockings, ſmocks and ſhoes ; 40 Job 
In all ſhop-· books your name diſplay e 6 296 
Your laundreſs, coachman, .cook unpaid ; 0 igri A 
In the next mail to France yo flygnto 1 1 3 1 10 
And bonds, and writs, and duns eee Nit EH ni) 
On a freſh ſcore you Here may run, I breodobet lian 
And laugh at fools you have — ab clogs cif; TS 
Nor longer of a gaol afraid d hos rec 1990 
smile at the witty tricks you plaid 1&7 4 10 
Bett high and bold when cer you 10 AV 2 
Add day to night and night to; day. | 4 2800 21] 0 
Here you may curſe, defraud and he, 10% 30a iI 1:98 
Blaſpheme at an unlucky dye; Fi er 10 1800 21H4 
Now d---n the ftars, now 2 ITY ud 1509 yino gi 
Calll waiting dzmons to your aid, | | 


A 


[71 

Tear off your 3 your boſom thump, ING 
When you had*none, when ſpades were trump ; po" 
That a ſmall ace, a puny thing, | oy 
In triumph ſwept away your king. 

After a luckleſs loſing night 72 
Drove home, but juſt before tis light, 
You ſtorm, you rave, you bounce, you fume ; 110 
Stalk like a fury round the room; ' 
Each ſervant with ſome fault upbraid, 
Now curſe your cook new kick your pdt 
PorL trembles in her golden cage, oo TL 
Your lap-dog ſcarce eſcapes your rage; 115 
Down goes a fav'rite china bowlgz< S 3 nne 
And why ?—Laſt night you miſs d a voix; . 11 3A 
While pitied by each mournful eye | 
In heaps the ſhining fragments lye ; 


Then in the flames you fan is caſt 120 


Vour tweezers next, your ſnuff box laſt; 
Stools, ſconces, jars, your ſtrokes endure ; 
Nought but your monkey is ſecure ; 

Each earthly thing had felt your ire, 


Had JzxNy not put out the fire; 2112S? 


Apply d her opiats to reſtrain | 
Vour frenzy, and compoſe your brain; 
Elſe Mos Es, MaTTHEw, Jams, and Pace : 


In the dire flames had periſh'd all. 


Suppoſing then you loſt you. £1 "TY lich { | 5 130 


Reaſon there's none, to rave and . 
3 | Since 
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[5] 


Since gaming nymphs have found a way, 


New modiſh ſchemes, their debts to pay ; 


Who, in a few ſoft moments clear 
The loſſes of a luckleſs year. 
For leſs than ſix-pence in the pound, 
Aſk—and your ſharper will compound; 
Lodge with the ſpark one ſingle night, 
You cancel all you owe him quite; 
And ſince your purſe will not avail, 
All ſcores are wip'd off, by your 
And what wiſe Female wou'd delay, 

Her debts of honour to defray, 
Which one loſt Wee will pay. 

At church, if e er you chance to look, 

Or peep into a prayer book; | 
The collect, or the leſſons = | 
Nor laugh, nor giggle at the creed; 
The folks around you quite amaz'd, 
Would ſtare, and think you ſick or craz d; 
And fancying you extreamly ill, 
Wou' d beg you ſtrait to ſign your will; gf - 
Convinc'd, when you appear devout 


| You could not hold much longer out ; 


To heaven once lifting up your eye, 
A fad preſage, you ſoon muſt die. 
Vain all our help, and fruitleſs care; 


The doctor's pill, and parſon's prayer 
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A judge 3 in taſte wou'd 


Rub o'er your plate with fœtid gum : 4 


Your fancy odd tho' ſome may think, 
You find it a moſt ſavoury ftink ; | © 
And tho' your tongue no ſweetneſs feel, 
Like it you muſt, —becauſe genteel; 
In raptures now your diſh you fill, 


Tho half you eat, ten rats wou'd kill; 
Your cook you praiſe, your heaven you bleſs, © 


For what ?—a nauſeous modiſh' wels? 
By curious palates valued much, 


What a ſtarv'd cat would hardly touch. 128 
Ahl let a haunch be never n 21 2 
Upon your board, till rank or "Seen! 
If hung a fortnight o'er your fink; roi 


Twill taſte much richer; if it ſtink; © 


You quite diſpleas d when cer you meet, 
A paſty, unpolitely feet.” n 
Whoſe palate greater 
With ven'ſon ſeaſon; d Oer a Jakes; ad 
Here you cut on, {lice aſter {lice, _ 
The ſmell is rich, the flavour nice, 


Tho' every bit you ſwallow down, 


Wou'd almoſt poiſon half the town. 
Mirza wou' d her beſt tankard melt, 


Rather than want a winter's ſmelt; 
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Dick faints—the ſteam that rouiid bim le. 
Obliges Nx p to ſhut his noſe; 51 01 + 
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And ſure, to pleaſe a taſte ſo nice, 

For one, a crown's a trivial price. 

Who ſooner, than her longing loſe, 

To buy the fiſh, wou'd pawn her ſhoes. 190 

When ſix a groat the markets ſell, | 

It loſes all its former ſmell ; 

With the cheap nauſeous feaſt diſmay” "Y 

She flouts—and gives it to her maid ; | 1 

'Tis taſteleſs now, and vulgar food. 195 

A ſprat or herring full as good. Kl rien t | 
Our nymphs to glory who aſpire M 8710 

Muſt quench each ſpark. of virtuous fire; 

None priz'd but vices moſt. ſublime, s 1 

Ev'n decency is now a crime. 200 

Tis puny ſinners merit blame, FER QF | 

The boldeſt ſtill preſerve their fame. 

Want no excuſes, but diſplay, 85 0 

Their frailties, to the face of day; 

Their crimes without a ſcruple own, 02055 
For fear their guilt ſhou'd be non | 
If wine then l never chrink, 1 lag Jon 
Or balk your bumper, when vou E Aa not ory 51 

The faultring voice, the roſy face, ay 9 

No more the toping ſex diſgrace ; 1 toit e Hand! 

Who looking in their glaſs, ſuppoſe . 4 98 ol } 

New beauties, in a purple noſe 
A bottle all their rants, r 


Makes 


[mn] 
Makes one a wit, another wiſe ; 
Freſh vigor in their ſouls they feel, 


Ne'er thought ſo ſtrong, as when they reel. 
With nymphs of taſte, tis no ſtrange ſight, 


With rakes to fit up half the night: 
For fame and maſtery to ſtrive, 


And {will the bowl, from twelve to five. 
She toaſted for the braveſt laſs, | 


Who toſſes down the largeſt glaſs; 
Who ſmiling hears the bawdy jeſt 
And clubs her joke, amongſt the reſt ; 
Seems pleas'd, and opens walh her ear, 
The rank plain ribaldry to hear; 
Sits without bluſhing to attend 
What ev'n a Muxzay would offend. 
Her ſenſes now quite loſt, at four 
(Not knowing, whether Maid or eee 
Reſolving a ſhort nap to take 
Not quite a ſleep, or qultwawakt;] 
With cheeks ſo bowſie, eyes ſo ed, 


" . the rolls, and ſtaggers up to bed; 


And fearing to be wak'd too ſoon, 
Bids JENNY call her up by noon. 


Her early hour — with a 1 1 1 


To get her breakfaſt warm'd by three; 
The lemons and the rum to mix, 
And fill her bowl again by ſinn 


When e'er a female friend has ſent 


With a ſtarch formal compliment, 
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To aſk you, if your qualms are e 6 r e 
If ſtill, your evening vapours laſt; | 

Tho' ſtronger than the heart of oak, 

Tell her your ſleep is often broke ; 

That day and night, by turns you feel, 

Pains in your head, your toe, or heel; 
Somewhere the where, you e can tell; 


For ladies ne er ſhould be quite well; 
To- day, your fever hardly burns, 


But ah, you dread its quick returns; 
'Tis . n only with their flails, 
Who unpolitely want their ails; 

No tender female languors own, 
And die perhaps without a groan; 


While you more modiſh and well-bred, 
With vapours, twice a day, are dead; 


Live to your fears each hour a ſlave, 


In ſleep, ſtill dreaming of a grave; 


In every frightful midnight gloom. 


Fancy a coffin in your room. 


When crowds on your fix d ſtated day 
Preſs, your laſt viſit to repay, 


A train of livery ſlaves before > ard l 1. 
With raps loud thundering at your floors. 112d. 4d 


On each, your well-bred airs to ſhew, 

You kindly ſmile and court' ſey Lone + 3 
Eaſy and free, and debonair, 

Vou hand each ſtranger to her chair; 
Salute em all by turns, then fit, 
Now praiſe their dreſs, andnow their wit; 


245 


250 


255 


[13] 

A genius, in each coat you find ; 
No robes ſo rich, or nicely lin d; 
So bright a circle round to view, 
No mortal half fo bleſt as you. 

As down the ftairs, they now deſcend, 
Each you diſſect, from end to end; 
And e'er they reach the door, aloud, 
Call one a flirt, and one a dowd; 
CHLos, tho ſeeming coy and chaſte, 5 
All know, is wanton near the waſt; 
Who owes, tho' paſſing for a ſaint 
Her bloom, to French, or Spaniſh paint. 
Mixa at church, with much delight, 
Lifts up her hands 
Obvious to every curious eye, 
Her back is hump' d, her hipps awry. 
And all may view (who will but loop) 
Two crooked leggs beneath her hoop. 
| Whiſper'd by fame, ſhe had a boy 


they both : are white ; 


275 
1 280 
288 


290 


Or two, before her wedding- day. #31 e 


Thus maids and wives by turns you maul, 
Nor leave one virtue, mongſt em all. 
None from the ſting of cenſure freed; 

But all alike, are doom'd to bleec. 
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FEMALE TASTE, 
E PEST LE. 


TTEND once more your poets airs ; 
Whether at picquet or at adi z 
It bending on your knees you f, 
Or dreſs you, to attend the hall: © 
Whether intent with zeal you look, 
To find a play, or pious book; 
Stitching your quilt, or nao Shock ; 
Or airing your ſoft ſunday ſmoc 
Adorn'd with ruffles, which ES 
And reach beyond your fingers end ; 
Thoſe claiming now the fir applauſe 3 
That drink and lick up half your ſauce. 
Wou'd you in modern forms excel; 
Perfect your dance, before you. ſpell ; 
And by no ſaucy teacher =... 
Firſt learn a tune your Primer next; 
And if your heels appear well-bred, 
Tis folly all to mind your head: 
Since parents now take greater pains 
To furniſh you with airs, than brains; 
Would frown, nor take the ſame delight, 


- Foiſce'you modeſt, as polite. 


Your 


[154 


Your parts and genius ſtrong indeed, 
At twenty to repeat your creed; 
And greater ſtill, could you define, 
If the commands are ten or nine. 
'Twou'd drive your mother to deſpair 

To catch you mumbling out a prayer; 
With a dull ſermon pleaſed, when all 
Good Chriſtians crowded to a ball, 
And one ſtale virtue ſhould you boaſt, 
Would ſigh, and mourn a daughter loſt ; | 
Morals, where vice politely thrives, 
Suit none, but parſons and their wives; 
In well-bred maids, extremely odd, 
To dream of Heaven, or think of Gop, 
Unſealed, which might their eyelids keep, 
And pain and plague them in their e * 
Each ſoft and a thought expel, 15 

And fright em with a dread of hell. 
Unleſs you wou'd yourſelf expoſe/, 

Prize nothing that i „ England grows; 
Your peach, your plumb, your and paſte, 
If oh. ang boaſt a richer tale; El, pat 
A gooſe from Paris eats as well Va - 

As quails, which Britiſb markets ſell. » 
A Gallic frog much more genteel 015 
Than any home-bred carp or eel ; F 
How bleſt the day, how warm your joys, 
When Calais ſends you o'er her toys n 
And if croſs winds keep back the ſail, | 
You faint, impatient for the mail; 

1 D 


Till 


/ 
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Till that arrives, with doubts perplext, 
What dreſs to chuſe for Sunday next ; 
What length your ruffles and your frills, 
What knot, which ſilk the ſureſt kills; 
What oils wo waſhes of renown, 

To change your hair from red to 1 : 
What paints, to give your looks a grace, 
And conquer with a borrowed face. 

If wanted, a learn'd Monſieur nigh 

Can help you to a ſparkling eye ; 

A ſet of teeth in even rows ; 

Or aid you, if you want a noſe ; 

If crackt, or crazy, in their ſtead, 

Inject freſh brains into your head; 

The drops by his invention found, 

That make tools wiſe, and cripples ſound : 
One guinea, and how ſmall the coſt, 
Reſtoring all your ſenſes loſt ! | 

Your hoops, your gloves, your caps, your dance, 
Fidlers and tans buy all from France; 
Your valet's fame twill never hurt, 

If his lac'd ruffles want a ſhirt ; 

And one gay livery bought for ſhew, 

Conceals and hides the rags below ; 

In modes from Paris if you ſhine, 

Tho' a mere hag, you grow divine; 

If not, derided by the crowd, 

Each Gunning would appear a dowd b 
And in an Exgliſb robe array d, 

Paſs for a cook or chambermaid. 


Scorn 
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[17] 
Scorn then each ruſtick, who betrays 
Her want of taſte in homes ſtays; 
No elegance or genius ſhews, 
Wearing a coat beyond her toes. 
Untaught what faſhion now prevails, 
Mongſt battered ſtrumpets at Y. er ſailles; 
Who zealoully preſcribe the way, 
The Gallic mode's to whore and pray; 
How many maſſes muſt be ſaid, 
To turn a jilt into a maid; 
What eggs, and frogs, al ſprats in lent, 
Will help a ſinner to repent. | 
What ſums in holy Rome are given 
To mount a royal bawd to heaven. 
| Sometimes by chance from chapel kept, 
When fick——or when too long you ſlept; 
And the whole morn complaining fat, 
Seiz d with a whim, or ague fit; 
Grant that from chun you keep away, 
On ſome good ſainted holiday; 
Twenty good reaſons you may chuſe, 
Or feign, your abſence to excuſe. 
A miſt, a cloud, a driſling dew, 
May fright you Bund a Sunday's pew 3 
Your ſabbath, but a ſolemn day, 
To reſt from prayer, but not from play 3 2 


In ſpite of muſty texts and ſtale, 


Deſign'd for courtiers to regale; 
Their ſchemes of pleaſure to purſue, 
And _ their Gop at whilſt or loo. 


Urge 


[18 ] 


Urge ſtronger reaſons ſtill you may, 
At home to juſtify your ftay ; 
Too hot, or elſe too cold the air, 
Bleak winds may diſcompoſe your hair; 
The breeze laſt week, that gently blew, 
Scarce mov'd a leaf, quite ſhatter d you; 
And ah, what "5a ON e'er wou'd chuſe 
To pray——if ſhe her curls mult looſe ; 
*Tis bantering heaven, when maids confeſs 
Their fins in a looſe dowdy dreſs ; 
Since none can ſerve their Maker right 


With rumpled fleeves, and gloves not white; 


Whoſe vows to heav'n unheeded fly, 
When cer their pinner ſits awry. 

Beſides, twould be a dire diſgrace 
Jo pray with pimples on your face; 
Before you have ſupply d the want 
Of beauty, w with ſome ſtreaks of paint. 
Or ere you have advis d with books 
For waſhes to retrieve your looks. 
Add too, your corns within an hour 
Hint, and preſage a ſudden ſhower; 
Which in your face may drive and beat, 
And drench you, ere you reach your ſeat: 
And who would e er lift up her eye 
To heaven, unleſs her cloaths are dry. 

Yet ſhould theſe reaſons not avail, 
One left untold, can never fail; 
2a at hand to help you ſtill 
A Sundays party at — 


4 
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Without a bluſh, when ladies meet, 
In every ſquare, and court, and ſtreet; 
Who all expect their juſt c 
Serving their God, at dice and cards; 
At twelve, all driving home content; 
And think the day, devoutly ſpent. | 


| You aſk, why SILVIA now is ſeen, 


O erwbelm d, with vapours, and the ON of 


Why cover d oer with penſive black, 
She wears no more her flowing ſack; 
And dropping all her former airs, 
To plague herſelf, is oft at prayers ; 
Say, has ſhe broke a fav rite bowl, 
Is her laſt jar from China whole? 
Or in the papers has ſhe read, 
That her dear lord at ſea was dead 3 
A ſorer loſs her patience try d 
Laſt night her darling linnet dy d. 
Which ever ſince has broke her 1 5 
Expiring on her throbbing breaſt; 
Each joy of wretched le is o'er ; 
Drums, routs, aſſemblies, pleaſe no more; 
No more, to midnight revels led, 
She ſighs till nine then goes to bed; 
Then dreams ſhe views, amid the _ 
Her linnet's ghoſt, fly round the room. 

If, e'er you wed, you chance to breed, 
No plea, or vain excuſe you need; 
Twas what your ſtars, and fate Tren, 
You ſtrove before you were betray d. 
But 15 all know, muſt be obey'd ; 
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Woman, too weak, with all pains 
To contradi& what fate ordains ; 
What ever crime you then commit 
The guilt is theirs, and you are quit; 
Some wanton planet, out of ſpite, 
Rul'd, the firſt day, you ſaw the light; 
Not you, but Mars, or Venus led, 
The lover ſlily to your bed. | 

Shou'd your harſh lord a toy refuſe, 
You want, to pleaſe you, or amuſe ; 
Deny, what ſighing you require, 
You faint, you languiſh, you expire ; 
Now beg, now rave, now pout, or piſh, 
Till you ſucceed, and gain your with ; 
While other dames their brilliants wear, 
Why ſhould you want your ſolitaire ? 
Or why a coach and fix deny d 
To ſuch a kind, and loving bride ? 

His heart, if nothing will ſubdue, 
A tender longing fit will do ; 
And who wou'd yex a teeming fair, 
Or ſpare his gold, to loſe an heir; 
Each other reaſon, weak, you try 
Laſt, the ſoft language of your eye; 
Now breathe a ſigh, now drop a tear, 
Call him your life, and deareſt dear; 
Till cloſe, and clinging to his breaſt 
You win whatever you requelt ; 
The prize is won for which you fought ; 


The coach beſpoke, and necklace bought. 


That 


Tc 
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That wretch muſt have a heart of ſtone 


Who hears untouch'd a lady's moan; 


Feels no remorſe, whene'er he ſees, 
The fair one, bending on her knees, 
And ſighing with a grief profound; _ 
For only——one poor thouſand pound. 
To church ſometimes if you repair, 
When indiſpos'd to take the air; 
And now and then a ſabbath keep, 


When not enclin'd at home to ſleep : 


Now ſafely landed at your pew, 


Courtly your robe, your head-dreſs new ; 
(Amaz'd how nymphs can ſay their prayers 
Without your ſet of modern airs ;) 

With piety, and zeal profound 

You throw your godly eyes around; 

And mark, who ſingles out her man; 


Who prays and laughs behind her fan; 


Her pſalm, what maid the ſweeteſt ſings ; 
Holds up her hand, to ſhew her rings; 


Striving an hour to be devout, 
Without once thinking of a rout ; 


What filver ſconces, golden lights, 
Glitter, on all aſſembly nights; 
How many cuckolds have been made 


At each gay bawdy maſquerade. 


This be the buſineſs of the day, 
To droll the tedious time away, 
That keeps you, ſore againſt your will 


Too long, from ſhuffling at Quadrille. 


Or if a zeal ſincere you feel 
For heaven, what cauſe have you to kneel ? 
If you but pay your parſon s fees, 
Why ſhou'd you pain, or hurt your knees ? 
Or grant you hear him cant till noon, 
Home you retire and hum a tune ; 

Your book-caſe ope, and in a trance, 
Dye almoſt oer a dear romance; 
Where the ſoft things that lovers ſay 
Drive collects, leſſons, texts away; 
One moment paſt, entirely fled, 

The ſtuff he preach'd, to turn your head. 

If thin fad Rovies he ſhou'd tell, 

And ſcare you with the ſound of hell ; 

A terror in your heart to breed, 
And contradict a lady's creed ; : 

To chaſe the hideous thought away 

Bid him go tithe his oats and hay ; 
-Shou'd he, your want of grace impeach, 
You laugh, as long as he can preach 3 
Adviſe him to go home and rant 

His tales to ſome old wither'd aunt ; 3 
While dozing in her elbow chair, 

And mumbling o'er her morning prayer : 

But faucy ſtill, ſhou'd he pretend 
To warn you to be wiſe and mend, 
Direct you, in a pious tone, 

To leave your ſins, at leaſt bemoan ; 4 
Say, that illuſtrious by your birth, 
You want no heaven, but that on earth; 
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From which, you chuſe not to remove, - 


For all his boalted ſcenes above ; 
The bliſs, to which your ſoul aſpires 
Is only found in Hax DRLS Wire 
When his ſoft fingers touch the ſtrings; 3 
When Low, or Bead, or FxAs1 ſings. 

Let then the prieſt droll on alone, 
You for the play, deſert the drone ; _ 
Changing his ſtile, till heaven he grants, 
For ſinners made, as well as ſaints; 
Which ne'er muſt ſhut its golden doors, 
Againſt good-natur'd Chriſtian whores ; 
T hy 6h the ſhameleſs, the profane, 
From PriLLies, down to lady V—s, - 
For mercy if at laſt they cry, 
And rubbing hard their ſtubborn eye 
Squeeze out ten tears before they die, 
They mount to bliſs, when fate does call; 
From cards, from brothels . ſins and * 
Heaven's gates unbarr d, when angels find, 
Their paſs, by Rick, aud Garrick fign' d; 
Which ſooner wou'd an entrance claim, 
If T—-xs—nND would but lend her name. 
Demure and ſerious you may view 
BzLINx DA, feated in her pew; 
Cuſtom the want of zeal ſupplies; 
She only kneels——again to riſe, 
dhe holds, ſerene and grave her look, 
— d, a rich gilded! book; 

F 


And cer the holy farce "ANY 
Seems to confeſs and moan her fins ; 


Then riſing from her knees ſhe ae 
A ſmile, on her admiring beaux; 


Theſe firſt partake a gracious nod; 
And next- 
And to be thought genteel indeed 
Drops twenty courtſeys, at her creed. 
As death is cloſing now her eyes, 
On her ſtrict virtue ſhe relies 

To merit bliſs 
Ahl if you prize, a fame in life 

Six times each dinner change your knife, 
And never for your ſweetmeats call, 
Unleſs your plates are China all. 


ſhe compliments hes: God. 


and ſmiling dies. 


Tho' hungry, dread to ſup or dine 


On a coarſe vulgar ham, or chine ; 


T'would look quite ungenteel in you 
To eat and feed as others do ; 
Tho' in your purſe it makes a breach, 


And coſt you half a guinea each, 
Let ortelans your table grace, 


And take your ducks and capons place; 
Curious, you piddle o'er one wing, 
And to your cat the other fling ; 


Staring at FuLv1a half an hour, 


Who does a monſtrous ſnipe devour 


Your heaven you wou'd fincerely bleſs, 


Cou' d you but __— half her meſs ; 


Upon 
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Upon a ſingle lark regale, 
Or eat a ſparrow at a meal. 
Ne er let your ſervants dine or ſup 
Till Mopſy eats her commons up; 
Who mortally all pewter hates, 
And muſt be ſerv'd-on China plates; 
Tho' ſtarvd and hungry never mind 
To help your ſon, till ſhe has din'd ; 
Her napkin ſmooth, and nicely laid, 
Attended duly by her maid : 
Who ne'er can make a hearty meal, 
Without a ſlice of duck or teal ; 
Who for a turkey's breaſt would beg, 
And yet deſpiſe, and ſcorn a leg. 
Be then her breakfaſt ſugar'd milk 
Fer coverlet a quilt of filk ; | 
On your ſoft lap allow'd to leap, 


Since lawns and muſlins are ſo cheap. 


If ever ſick, no charge regard, 
But ſend away your boy for Warp ; 


Conſulting with the ſtars and ſky, 


If the dear bitch muſt live or die. 


* 
3 


Not to afright her with the ſound l 


Faſt be your noiſy knocker bound ; 

And lay, her ſlumbers to ſecure, 

A load of ſtraw, before your door. 

Each room in ſolemn ſilence k 

While the ſick favourite lies aſleep ; 
If by his ſkill to health reſtor d, 

Her learned doctor is ador'd. 


_— 
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To heaven you breathe a thankful prayer 
That kindly fav'd you from deſpair. 
Reliev'd your boſom's anxious ſmart, 
And piec'd again your broken heart. - 

When e'er you die, and die you maſt, 
And all your beauties turn to duſt ; 
Thoſe cheeks of China melt away, 

With Stratford, and with Chelſea clay ; 
'Tho' cold and lifeleſs, you muſt ſtrive 
To look as fair as when alive. | 

Let no coarſe flannel ſcrub your face ; 
The ſhrowd that does your hmbs embrace 
Soft cambrick, edged with Drefden lace. 


Your mournful friends twou'd frighten quite, | 


To ſee your viſage pale and white, 
Till JzxxNy on your cheeks has ſpread, 

A few ſoft teints of lively red; | 
In your cloſe narrow box confin d, 
With ſattin be your coffin lin d; 

The cheſt that does your aſhes hold, 
Silver its nails, its hinges gold;  _ 
Your ſmiling ghoſt, twill greatly charm 
To ſee you lie, ſo ſoft and warm; 
A pillow plac'd beneath your head, 

Your tomb a downy feather bed; 

Gilt ſcutcheons, and a milk white plume, 
Waving aloft, above your tomb; 

No ſaucy worm ſhall ever dare 

To breakfaſt on a form ſo fair ; 
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While death itſelf is pleas'd to view 

A victim freſh and young as you. 

But FLavia here the muſe muſt ſtrive, 

Once more to ſhew you are alive ; 

Pleas'd your wide hoop again to ſpread ; 

And pitying, raiſe you from the dead. 
On horſeback, flaunting it aſtride, 

In manly buſkins when you ride, 

Truſt me, twill do your fame no hurt 

To change your ſmock into a ſhirt ; 

And as you aim to merit praiſe, 

No matter who your legs ſurveys ; 


| Let your war horſe the rowels feel 3 


Gor'd with the ſpur that arms your heel; 
Two piſtols bought, you thus may paſs 
For a bold daring highway laſs; 
And hero-like, may thus appear 

Fierce as a Swils, or grenadier : 308 
The cock d- up hat, the martial plume, 
Now choſen in your bonnets room; 
The next promotion, preſſing hard, 
To ſhine and mount a colonel's guard: 
When the kind lot to you may fall, 
To leap a ditch, or ſcale a wall. 

The ſexes now transform'd you ſee, 
KarTz is a male, and Tou a ſhe. 
Karz has her wig, and manly air; 
Tow paints and patches with the fair, 

Ever betray, or feign a fear 
At every thing you ſee, or 9 
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To view a frog, a mouſe, a AY | 
You quake, you tremble, you look pale ; 
A waſp, or hornet in your cup 
Might join and eat a lady up. 
How wide each monſter's opening jaws ! 
Their fangs how keen ; how ſharp their claws! 
Which ſooner than a butcher s knife 
May wound, and rob you of your life. 
If on your hearth the crickets ſing, 
Fate hints your life is on the wing. 
A ſpider crawling up the wall, 
In your armed chair you backward fall G 
The ſalts are to your noſe apply d, 
Which ſcarce revive you, e'er you dy'd. 
A cat quite kills you with a touch, 
A tyger ſcarce afrights ſo much ; 
Fainting at every windy ſquall; 
For why—your houſe may ack or fall 
The hooting owl, you hear at night, 
Muſt be ſome wicked wandring ſprite; 
| Whole ſcreaming notes muſt needs foretel, 
Your death, ſure as your paſſing bell. 

Which ever leg you foremoſt put, 
Yours be the bold, and manly ſtrut ; 
For bluſhes, chuſing to aſſume, 8 
Airs of defiance, in their room; 
Let other females ſmoothly glide, 
Along the Mall, you ſtalk and ftride ; 
Your arms, a Rick of knotty oak, 
When urg'd, to deal a deadly ſtroke, 


Thro? 
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Thro' the thick crowd, and p 


You urge your way and dre along; 
Wave round your cudgel with a grace, 
No footman ſwifter in a race. 

If then, ambitious of renown, *. 
Jo pleaſe yourſelf, or charm the: tom; 
Your taſte in faſhion to expreſs, 

In twenty yards of ribband dreſs; 

Which dangling from your head muſt fall, 
And ſhadow back, and bum, and all... 
With ſtreamers thus quite covered oer, 

A failing bark has hardly more; 
All colours, green and blue, and red; 

A ſempſtreſs ſhop ſcarce tires your head; 
Two cuſtomers like you each night | 
Would empty all her boxes quite. 


To look more ſtrait, and 8 bu; 


Pour heels at leaſt fix inches high; 


Tho' as you walk, a fall you dread, 
And totter every Rep you tread z 
Better to break a leg or two, 
Then not regard what others do; 
Propp'd up by theſe, a dapper „ 
Appears much taller than herſelf; 
Strutting before her lying glaſs, 

She views a proper ſtately laſs; 

An Amazon here meets her eye! 
An Amazon ſcarce four foot high. 
Then wonders lovers can beſtow, 


Their favours, on a nymph that's low. 
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Who, but a fondneſs muſt betray 
When grizled heads their curls diſplay ? 
Whoſe colour is extremely bright, 

The powder only makes em white. 

Your cheeks with wrinkles furrow'd o'er, 

Still ſtrive to charm us at fourſcore ; 

And dreſs, and patch, and paint away, 

Tho' half your hairs are loſt, or grey. 

Love's arrows oft ſucceſsful fly, | 
From two ſtumpd teeth, and half an eye; 
And lovers oft ſtale virgins meet 

Juſt Cer they buy their winding ſheet. 

If e er oppoſed by your good man, 
Look angry, fierce, and ſhake your fan! 
Till vanquiſhed in the warm diſpute, 

He yields obedient, or is mute. 
Acknowledges your ſovereign ſway, 
And owns you right in all you ſay. 
Whate'er his reaſons, yours more bag 
Muſt ſtill convince him, he is wrong; 
Unleſs you pleaſe, his point to gain, 
Whoſe pleas are triffling all, and vain. 
When he complains of 18 heats, 
Be ſure you freeze, whene er he ſweats: 
It ſhuddering i in a foggy air, 

You ne'er beheld a day ſo fair. 

If ſtarv'd with hunger, he muſt reſt 
Contented, till his dear is dreſt ; 

One is his ſtated hour, but you 

Can never dine, till after Two. 


If 
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If ſtill to thwart "IM he perfiſts, _ 
| You riſe, and brandith boch your fiſts; 
Till ſuppliant his miſtake he ſees, 
And pardon aſks on bended knees; 
Begging you not to take it ill, . 
If ever he oppoſs d your will. 
Now proud to pay his hojiape ou 
And pleas'd with all that pleaſes you: 
Juſt as his regent queen ordains, 
Gives up his reaſon, ſenſe and brains. 
Without a rival to your throne ' © 
You thus command, and rule alone ; 3 
Submiſſion is your royal due, 
The Turk leſs abſolute than e 
If death, ne er minding marriage vows, | 
Should in a coffin ſhut your ſpouſe ; 
As man and wife one 45 muſt part, 
Nel er let the loſs quite burſt your heart. 
In every ſhop for your relief, 


You purchaſe crape—which ſerves for onief. ' al 


Howe er, ſqueeze out a tear or twWo; 
Believe me—4ſ{1x will more than do; 
Dreſt in your weed, you burn your ſack, 
To act the farce in Klemm black ; 

With friends, a ſadneſs forc'd to own 
You now and then muſt breathe a groan ; 
With cuſtom, willing to comply, 

And languiſh—with a merry eye. 

A taſk like this when you can boaſt, 
You ſoon will ſhine a Britiſh toaſt ; 


5 [ 55 
9 In all the modiſh arts of e oe irh ot H M 
| Muxxay and you fhall —— gur guides bases br 
{ Enact, what coats, the long or ſhort, | 
Are fitteſt for the female {port ; 
What hoops next ſpring we muſt admire, ' *＋ 06 
A fence of whalebone, or of wire 65 95. 157 11 
For which moſt care you ſhould employ, rot; 17071 
Your bird, your monkey, or your bo; 
For Sch to breathe the warmeſt vows, © - lf 
; : A lap-dog, ora dying ſpouſe ; 3 
WMhich does our virtue moſt advance, avis f ic 
A play, a bible, or romance. 4 701 
Theſe precepts, CExLIA, well e. d, 1 cl lid 
: Which cuſtom dictates for your guild: 4 1 
Whether a widow, maid or wife, Pen 2h U | 
Ne'er fail to make you bleſt for life. | n 
And though weak fools theſe truths diſtruſt, - 
The court will own, they all are juſt. _ oor 13A 


ATT; 
r 


21 AP75 | 315 7 Lin eien 
"2 N a 93 ä 
Der | ** N At 0 
f Sh . ru Ma 


n 


